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Preface 


A Growing Problem 


There is a haunting spirit in the world today; and that spirit is authoritarianism. This has been a 
growing problem ever since the beginning of the 3rd millennium. Dictatorial rulers rise up in 
nations and people don’t bat an eye. I fear that soon, basic human liberties will become a myth, or a 
sort of legend. An end must be put to this, 1984 should stay a fictional book and not an accurate 
prediction of the future. Although I have fear, that does not mean I am out of hope. In the United 
States alone, there are 100 million patriots and 300 million guns. I'd like to see some tyrannical 
coward try to take them one by one. 

It is imperative that the average citizen opens their eyes to see the growing problem of 
dictators. Right now, the average person is brainwashed into believing that income taxes, gift and 
estate taxes, property taxes and such are not immoral. They believe the old statement, “Oh, but the 
government would never do that”. And what is my response? Oh, yes they would, if it’s the 
government we're talking about then they will do it. You have morons literally marching to have 
their basic God-given rights stripped away from them; then be placed into shackles; and bring on 
the New Dark Age. 

The New Dark Age is coming, however it can be prevented entirely if done so correctly. 
Whether by a violent or peaceful revolution, the rise of authoritarian regimes can be halted and 
reverted. Furthermore, the longer we wait to stop this rise, the longer it will take and the harder it 
will be to stop it. 

Look up to people such as Joe Stack, the man who on February 18th, 2010, flew a plane into 
an IRS building. He did so because of the coercive and extorsive tax code written by the very 
government you foolishly trust. Marvin Hemeyer, the man who on June 4th, 2004, went ona 
rampage in Granby, Colorado in his shielded bulldozer, more commonly known as the killdozer. 
He did so because of the crony-capitalist bastards who kept screwing him over. From what I’ve 
learned about him, he was a generally calm and collected, God-loving man. All he wanted to do was 
start his own motorshop and the lowlife worms in the town government wouldn’t let him. He was 
pushed to his absolute limit. When I read about him I learned a very important lesson, tread on 
those who tread on you. Be the rattle snake on the gadsden flag, if the government steps their boot 
on you, you bite the son of a bitch’s leg as hard as you can. Never, under any circumstances, go 
down without a fight. Rarely ever do I wish for war, or some other sort of violence. However, when 
pushed far enough, I will defend my rights. Remember the old saying, “Si Vis Pacem, Para Bellum”. 


If you want peace, prepare for war. 


Watch for signs of oncoming genocide. I, as well as many others, can foresee this happening 
right now towards the trans community. They are being labeled as groomers, pedophiles, child 
abusers, being called slurs, being denied human rights. It has now reached a systemic level of 
oppression. Anti-trans, as well as anti-gay, laws are being passed left in right in congress. This is a 
problem of both the republicans and the democrats. The democrats wish to take away your guns 
and your freedom of speech, while the republicans wish to strip away whatever rights left you hold. 

You are all angry when one man from one party wins an “election” but then are still angry 
when that same man loses; and vice versa. These slimeballs take away your gold and silver and give 
you worthless paper that they say has value. The next thing you know, they’re printing so much of 
this “currency” that it has lost most, if not all, of its value. 

In this manifesto, I will teach the ideological values of minarchy; and as well as some of my 


own personal values. Lastly I will tell my personal life and how my views came to be. 


Personal Life 


Part One 


My Childhood 


I was born a Michigan man; raised as such as well. I lived in a very bad city for the first 11 years of 
my life. Fortunately, my father got a very good-paying job as a nurse for Henry Ford Hospital. We 
moved out of that hellhole into a nice culdesac. Before we moved, I was very much upset at the 
major change. But, the bullying at my school was progressively getting worse, so I was eventually 
glad we moved. When we did move, I, of course, had to go to a new school. I hadn’t been the new 
kid in school for roughly 5 years. However, I persevered through and through. I made what I 
thought were new friends and things were going well. It must’ve been the second or third day at the 
new school. I was in physical education when I found some random person’s shorts in my locker. I 
told the teacher about it and he said to just leave it be. I had also mentioned the pockets had 
warheads candies; someone else in the locker room overheard me and asked if I had some warheads; 
I said yes and gave him some. He asked for my name and I gave him it; he told me his and we 
dapped each other up. I’m fairly certain this was before dapping up your boys became mainstream 
on social media. As well as before it became a meme. 

I was passing classes with flying colors. Mostly A’s and a few B’s here and there. It had been 
like this since my elementary years. As I said before, I was making what I presumed were new 
friends. But, a few of them would turn out to be assholes that were messing with me. 

What made things more severe, there was this kid who started coming up to me and asking 
why I was looking at his dick. He would make very homosexual advancements towards me, I’m sure 
he was trying to be homophobic, but most middle schoolers that do often end up doing the very 
things they consider gay. 

Unfortunately, this-as well as my already terrible health and undiagnosed depression-was 
taking a major toll on me. It was less than a month before the end of the school year, that I tried to 
hang myself with a shower cord. I woke up in the bathtub and cried out for my mother. Both of my 
parents came in and noticed a red ring around my neck, they knew what I had done; so my mother 
took me straight to the nearest hospital. I was scared, ashamed, upset, sad, I was lost on what was 
happening. 

I stayed in the hospital for a few days before I was transferred to a psychiatric ward. But, 
while I was in the hospital, I met some very nice people. The people I speak of are the ones who 
were watching over me day and night. This was likely because I had made a suicide attempt as well 
as I was just 11 years old. This one black man in particular, we had a few similar interests. I turned 


on Guardians of the Galaxy 2 and we talked about the movie and marvel in general. He told me 


he’d never seen the whole movie before. Unfortunately, his shift was over before he could see the 
full movie. I wish I could remember his name. The person that took his turn was this cute, 
handsome young man. (Don’t get your panties in a bunch he was at least in his 20’s). 

Then came the day I was transferred to the psych ward by ambulance. I went at night; so 
when I got ready and whatnot, I went straight to bed. The bed wasn’t a bed so much it was a cheap 
fucking matress. 

I woke up with my two roommates and we went straight to the main room. I was still scared 
shitless, I'd never been to a psych ward before; thought it would be how it looks in movies. We all 
sat down and this is what I witnessed. 

There was this kid who looked not even 10 years old; he had a major swearing problem. 
From what I heard he broke one of his siblings bones. I was glad when that disturbing child left. 
There was a transmasc kid there, perhaps one/two years either older or younger than I. My two 
roommates, D and N. N had mild to severe anger issues; likely some autism thrown in there. D was 
a christian man, he brought with him a deck of playing cards that were Detroit Tiger themed. I 
remember one of-or maybe both?-of the jokers was Ty Cobb. The other regular cards were famous 
baseball players from the Detroit Tigers. He and I-from what I remember-would play garbage and 
some poker. Once or twice we did a little dance called either the avocado dance, or the guacamole 
dance. It was a dance and song about making guacamole-it came from vine if you’re not old enough 


to remember. It went a little like this, 


Form the avocado, form the avocado 
Peel the avocado, peel the avocado 
Guac-amole, guac-guac-amole! 


Guac-amole, guac-guac-amo-le! 


We had a little joke that should any of the nurses ever catch us doing the chant, they would 
make us stay hospitalized for longer. That they would think we were mentally insane. 

Next, there was this 11, or maybe 12 year old girl who informed me she was impregnated by 
her father. She also mentioned that she was bisexual-this is important for later. Finally, there was 
the “counselor” for the day. The first day I went, the guy’s name was Jimmy. 

Just my luck, someone fucking hurled on the first day I was there. They had to bring 
sawdust and everything. 

Nothing much else important happened throughout my stay, besides that I had my 
birthday in the ward; I'll never forgive those fuckers for not letting me have any of my birthday 
cake. To whoever decided I couldn’t have my cake and eat it too, your mother was a gerbil and your 


father smelt of elderberries. 


Years have passed since the end of my childhood, I'd describe it as going up and up; then 
crashing like the economy during the covid pandemic. However, there’s still more that I think 


deserve their own chapters. 


Part Two 


My Journey With Sexuality 


It was around 3rd grade-or perhaps the summer before-when I first heard the term ‘gay’. The way 
the other kids were using it made it seem to me that it was a bad word. My mother would later tell 
me that being gay was guys who liked guys and girls who liked girls. Besides that, I didn’t know 
much else. It was a little longer while before I learned what being trans is. The first gay person I met 
was my friend-of-the-family uncle. I wasn’t aware he was gay until my mother told me. 

It’s fifth grade, a friend or two of mine are playing at recess; this kid in a lower grade than us 
comes over. We enjoy playing and chatting with him. Next thing we know, these two little shitheads 
come over and start making homophobic remarks towards the poor kid. They were even flipping 
off my friend and I. I was furious, my friend was frustrated at this as well. To this day I hope those 
two girls stopped being ignorant and bigoted. They likely acted and thought that way because of 
their parents; that pisses me off even more when I think about it. I also hope that poor kid who was 
getting fucked with is doing well for himself. 

6th grade rolls around, my first year of middle school. A few months go by and this one girl 
made a photo of me saying that I farted. I tattled on her-which I regret doing today-and things 
happened, she apologized and I forgave her. Some time later, I was talking with this guy about who 
the hottest girls are in the school; which ones do we like/have a crush on. I didn’t think or care 
much about the girls in the school unless we were good friends. So, I just pulled an answer out of 
my ass; that answer was the girl who took the photo of my farting. I figured, ‘well, she’s good 
looking, I guess that’s a good answer’. The guy asked me, “You know she’s bisexual right?” I didn’t 
really know what that meant; so I asked him. He told me it meant you like both guys and girls. I 
didn’t have a problem with that, but the way he talked about it made me think he dd. 

2 quarters or so through the school year, my family and I moved. Remember that one kid I 
mentioned? The one who liked warhead candies? We'll call him G. He’s got a very important place 
in this chapter. 2 days or so go by and something is...off. Whenever I was around him, I would get 
an anxious feeling in my chest and stomach. However, it wasn’t a bad feeling. On the contrary it felt 
nice to be around him. I soon realized that P’'d developed a major crush on him. I'd developed a 
crush on a guy. ‘What is going on?’ I thought to myself. I thought back to not many months ago, 
‘Oh, I think I’m bisexual’. I didn’t know what else to think about it. 

I told my mother-the cunt would later tell me that she told my aunt without informing, let 


alone asking me first-and she didn’t seem to understand how I could know something like this. 


What angers me as well is the fact that she forced me to tell my father. I wasn’t even completely sure 
and the bitch made me tell a secret that I didn’t want or have to. 

I started doing research on lgbtq+ related topics; and learned a lot more than I'd previously 
known about them. I began watching lgbtq+ youtubers and other related content. 

One day while I was in a math class, I overheard this girl talking with her friends. She 
mentioned to her friends that she is bisexual. 

There ts another 

-Jedi Master Yoda 

Some ginger piece of shit found out that I was bi and so he started laughing about it to my 
face. When the one girl who said she was bi was right there when he did that, she didn’t do 
anything. She didn’t help me stand up for myself. I still don’t know why she did nothing to help. 

When I was hospitalized, there was that girl who mentioned she is bisexual. We were doing 
an assignment on things we were proud about; when she said that, Jimmy (the counselor) reminded 
us that it was pride month. 

Some years go by, things happened from 14 to 15 years old-I will mention them in a 
separate chapter-and early in the year of 2023, I considered myself omnisexual. I liked people of all 
genders but had a major preference for guys. Then some time passes and now I realize that Iam 


pansexual. I don’t care what someone’s gender is. 


Part Three 
My History With White Supremacy 


Based on the title of this chapter, I have a part of my past I am not very proud of. When I was 14, I 
became a white supremacist and even identified as a nazi/national socialist. I dressed up in a skull 
mask, wore a t-shirt with the schwarze sonne symbol. I even had a black sun ring. I joined various 
online extremist hate groups. I was part of this one particular group on instagram, Trollwaffen 
Division. The name was a parody of the real-life neo-nazi terrorist group the Atomwaffen Division. 
Except, instead of skull masks and symbols of nuclear war, it was troll face. There were roughly 
4-800 members, myself included. 

While I was in this dark part of my life, I wrote a book “proving” how homosexuality and 
gender dysphoria are mental illnesses. If someone thinks they found it, don’t spread it. I even 
denied myself that I was ever bisexual; that I had admiration for certain men; and not a crush. 

I had even created my own hate group, including me. It had over 50 members; our goal was 
to cause chaos during pride month and dox lgbtq+ members. This wasn’t to be taken lightly, I had 
hired people who knew how to grab ip addresses, ddos people, take down certain websites, etc. The 
group’s discord was taken down along with my account and all was lost. 

I would create propaganda videos for various hate groups on discord; most of them were 
anti-furry groups. They all said the videos I made were pretty damn good and had very good 
editing. If only ’d used my editing skills for good; not for creating hate-filled propaganda. 

I had created a tik tok account to spread nazism-the name of which I will not tell. The first 
account got ~30 to 40 followers; a lot of them were members of the hate group I led. Then at some 
point, I commented under an emo kid’s video saying, “People like you need to be lined up against a 
wall and shot”. I had no idea he would make a video response which got my account flooded with 
hate comments-serves me right. The account would later get banned and I was furious. I'd created a 
new account and expressed on the first video that ‘I will rise again motherfuckers!’. 

I had spoken with some folks I knew to come up with a plan. We would infiltrate this guy’s 
discord server and bring it down at some point. I used my new account and I got in. I made an alt 
account to friend and then message the new account. I made it seem as though I was the alt, and the 
new account was an innocent user from the discord server. It worked, the emo boy made a tik tok 
post making me an offer; the offer was I would get on a livestream with him and have a “debate” 
with him so I could platform my fascist ideology. 

Before the stream even started, I was already using slurs in the discord server. During the 


stream, I immediately opened up with, “What’s up n*****”. The guy muted me and said not to use 
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ethnic slurs. Even then, throughout the stream I used a variety of racial epithets. The stream had 
the most viewers he’d ever gotten on a single stream. Probably because he was interviewing a literal 
nazi. 

Something else that happened in the stream, I mentioned how when I was younger I 
thought I was bisexual. But, I “realized” that I was wrong. Later, when I saw the livestream after it 
was over, at one point when I left for a bit, the guy and his friends were discussing what was being 
said. They talked about how I was yelling at my mother and didn’t ignore the fact I mentioned I 
“used to be” bisexual. Later when I returned one of his friends asked about it; I mentioned I didn’t 
want to discuss that part of my life. To my surprise they accepted my decline and we moved on. 

At some point along the way, I keep going back and forth on whether or not I should quit 
nazism. I’ve met gypsy crusader on omegle, catboykami I met, I’ve done a lot of bad shit. Plus, 
there’s a lot of the “filthy degeneracy” in these groups that they claim to hate. Paul Miller doesn’t 
have a lick of white in his blood, catboy kami slept with a trans person and did some other gross 
stuff, & then there’s me. 

However, I didn’t quit when I had the chance; my father found out and I got all my shit 
taken away. My mother had previously bought me a book I asked for titled Siege, written by James 
Nolan Mason, an infamous neo-nazi and advisor to the Atomwaften Division. His book is a 
required reading material for the terrorist group; as well as Adolf Hitler’s Mein Kampf. Speaking of 
which, she also bought me Mein Kampf for christmas the previous year or the year before. 

When I received siege in the mail, my dad saw it and his suspicions grew. He asked me if I 
was a nazi and I denied it. The next morning is when he found violently racist memes and nazi 
propaganda on my phone, as well as files on my laptop containing “blueprints”. I was fucked six 
ways from Sunday. It was done, it was all over and finished. 

I kept telling him that these were my beliefs. Months went by and at some point, I was on 
an old train-I believe for christmas-and I just thought to myself, “You know what? I’m done, I don’t 
want anymore of this nazi shit.’ Then months later and I’m completely done. Different and more 
healthy views and beliefs on life. I denounced nazism when I was 15 and I’ve been better ever since. 
I don’t care what someone’s race is. If you’re a good person, then you’re a good person; your race 
doesn’t make a lick of difference. 

I recently joined a diversity club at school and I’ve made some good friends. Hell, the first 
day I went to join, I was chatting with these black girls; they were talking about this guy one of 
them liked. I asked them to show me; when they did I said, “He looks like every other fuckboy” and 
“He looks like every other bitch”. One of the girls said, “I like this one”. 

My hope is that, should my past ever resurface and come back to haunt me, that I can 


explain I’ve changed; and people will understand. 


11 


My advice from all of this? Don’t get a discord account. And if you ever see a social media 
profile with people in skull masks and nordic runes, the South African apartheid era flag, the flag of 
Rhodesia, the imperial german naval flag, or whatever, do not ever interact with them. Avoid them 


at all costs. Do not become radicalized by these sons of bitches. 
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Part Four 


Road To Minarchy 


It was during a spring break vacation to Chicago that I was contemplating my ideology. I thought 
through and through; and eventually I concluded that I was a libertarian; more specifically a right 
libertarian, or libertarian capitalist. 'd taken the political compass test and my results were 
lib-right. I figured it suited me well. The vacation was over and my family and I were home. 

Some time goes by and I begin to consider myself an anarcho-capitalist. I told my peers at 
school that the federal government should be violently overthrown; that there should be no state 
whatsoever. This type of talk-as well as something much more major-would eventually get me 
questioned by the local Sheriff's Office. 

2 Sheriff's deputies came knocking on my door and asked if I had threatened someone with 
a pipe bomb in their mailbox. I felt I was in deep shit-although I knew I hadn’t done such a thing, I 
was still scared shitless. I knew right away it was serious when they asked my father if I had any 
recent interests in any fertilizers. I knew they meant ammonium nitrate-based fertilizer. One of 
them asked me if I had mentioned anything about gas or gas containers. I told him it must’ve been a 
fart joke. Then they said that I had made remarks about the government. I told them it was 
regarding the Biden administration and nothing else. They searched through my phone to make 
sure I didn’t have any bomb instruction manuals, or anything of the sorts. The worst part is that I 
was on my night meds during this whole debacle. I was drowsy and sleepy as a mother; and that 
made my anxiety worse. At the end of it, I signed a statement saying that there was no bomb threat 
and there were no blueprints for a pipe bomb; that whatever I said was greatly misunderstood. I 
tried my hardest not to fall asleep as I was too scared. When I did, my dream began with me getting 
arrested. 

The next day when I came home from school, my father called me from work saying that 
the deputies wouldn’t investigate any further-likely because there wasn’t much evidence and 
whatever it was I said was too vague to mean anything. My father said to me, “George, have you 
ever heard of your one chance? Well, this was your one chance.” He believed that I had in fact made 
a bomb threat. But, I wasn’t out of the woods just yet. The school counselors talked with me about 
the incident; I stayed out of classes for the day and did my work in a study room. I learned from all 
this that I need to be careful with what I say to people. And I mean be very very careful. I could’ve 
ended up in handcuffs and with a felony on my record for terroristic threats. 

A few months later, I learned a bit more on minarchy; I figured it made more logical sense 


than anarcho-capitalism. Now, here I am today writing this manifesto. ’'ve been through a lot of 


13 


shit, done a lot of stwpid shit, and many other things. By the way, Robert, if you’re reading this, I’m 
sorry for all the disgusting things I said to you and your friends. I hope we can see each other again 


sometime in the near future. 


General Views of Minarchy 
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Part Five 


Economics 


From a minarchist standpoint, the market and government are to be kept separate. The 
government should be making ZERO regulations to the economy. If there is an issue rising, say 
false advertisement, then it is the right of the individual to put a stop to it. They can boycott the 
business, whatever works so long as it does not violate the NAP. 

Should a business become tyrannical and/or violent against the nation, the citizens of said 
nation have every right to bring up arms against the business; and at this point, the government can 
and should involve the military to put an end to the violence. Let me make it clear that is one of, if 
not the, only time that the government should be involved with the market. 

Regarding police, it is a service that should be provided by the government. This also goes 
for courts, military, as well as firefighters. The only emergency service that shouldn’t be provided by 
the government is medical, except by any police officers or firefighters that are on the scene of the 
situation. Education should not be government-provided. We can all see today that state-run 
schools and such are inherent failures and should be rid of. The welfare system should have been 
abolished long ago. It should’ve happened before my father was in my grandfather’s balls. 15.2% of 
all federal welfare payments are abused. We have lowlives wasting our tax dollar, that we are coerced 
into paying. We could be using our own money on other useful things. Roughly 20%, or 1.2 
TRILLION dollars, is spent on welfare ALONE! In the words of Joe Pesci, “What the fuck is this 
piece of shit?” Indeed, my Italian friend. 

I do in fact believe that most, if not all, taxation methods conducted by the IRS are thievery, 
and therefore, inherently immoral. Income tax is immoral as you are coerced into giving uncle sam 
a big chunk of your well-earned paycheck. Property tax is immoral as it is real estate, which makes it 
part of the real estate market, and therefore the government should not be involved. Gift tax is 
immoral as whatever money inheritance you earned from your recently-passed relative, or 
whomever, some of it is being taken away from you. Last time I checked, not a single dead or dying 
person has ever signed the government into their will. The way people’s lottery jackpot winnings 
are taxed is SO fucking immoral. When that one person won the 1.2 billion dollar jackpot, they 
were left with 400 million because the IRS took more than 800 million off of him. Supposedly this 
money goes to schools. I don’t think a government should be running schools if they rely mostly, or 
solely, on lottery jackpot winnings. 

The way in which the IRS executes tax collection is inherently evil. The fact that they know 


how much you owe tells us they should also have the means to collect the amount due themselves. 
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And yet, they force people to file out overly-complicated W2s and if they are off by a single God 
damn cent, they could get audited or even go to prison for “tax evasion”. So, to make sure people 
won’t go to prison over a slight miscalculation, they will use services such as TurboTax or H&R 
Block. Even then, these services still cost money, so not only is uncle sam stealing your shit, so are 
these slimy, crony-capitalist bastards. From the words of Billy Mays, “But wait, there’s more!”, if 
someone from one of these or a different company fucks up your W2, they won’t receive any fines 
or other legal penalties. 

At this point, the average American should be considering that taxation is legalized, 
governmental theft. The fact that over 80 some thousand new employees were hired in the IRS 
shows that the government wants to take your money. That you will own nothing, and you will be 
happy. 

It is imperative that the IRS is abolished and the American tax code is re-written. This is 
theft, and therefore it is inherently immoral. 

Income, gift, estate, property, and lottery taxes should be stripped from the American tax 
code. If you create a society where I or my children can’t make enough money to make ends meet, 
because you’re forcing us to pay you with the threat of prison, I will be happy to set your system on 
fire; and blow it up. 

Now, it may be a question of how the government of a minarchist state would receive any 
funding at all, if not with large amounts of tax money. Wouldn’t the government and military and 
other such services not be strong and powerful? Yes, that’s exactly the point. As a minarchist, I 
don’t want a strong government or all-powerful military. A reasonably sized military in order to 
protect the nation would be preferable. It would be even better with the fact that the people would 
have the right to bear arms. 

From the constitution of the United States of America, 1789: A well regulated militia, being 
needed in order to protect the security of a free state, the right of the people to keep and bear arms, 
shall not be infringed. 

Even Karl Marx wrote in the communist manifesto, “Under no pretext should arms and 
ammunition be surrendered; any attempt to disarm the workers must be frustrated, by force if 
necessary.” 

So the next time some dumbass “communist” or some fucking tankie talks about stripping 
guns from the citizens, tell them to actually read their literature. Punch tankies, punch them in the 
stomach, make them puke, make them scared to share their beliefs. Don’t let these bastards live a 
life without misery. They deny genocide, we deny them joy. They choose to tread on us, we tread on 
their balls. 

So, the way that the government would receive funding is from a reasonable sales tax. In the 


example of the United States, a different sales tax can be levied state-by-state. However, if a state 
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were to raise the sales tax to an absurd level, the people have every right to refuse to pay it. If the 
people refuse to pay the sales tax, but it’s a reasonable level, then whoever does not pay their fair 
share will lose certain benefits. Perhaps no refunds during the next tax season. 

Most street drugs, except for ones such as bath salts and fentanyl, should be legalized. Bath 
salts should stay criminalized as when one consumes it they turn into a fucking apex predator. 
Fentanyl should be criminalized, if it already is it should stay that way, as it is so potent just 
touching a large amount of it or inhaling small amounts of fumes, can make a person suffer an 
overdose. 

A market with drugs such as cocaine and other substances, could bring prosperity to the 
nation’s economy. If it were legal, it is likely that the drugs on the market would have less and less 
impurities, making them perhaps less dangerous to consume. 

We need to go back to the gold standard; better yet we won’t need a gold standard if our 
currency is the gold itself. 100 troy ounces of copper would be worth one troy ounce of silver; 20 
troy ounces of silver would be worth one troy ounce of gold. Perhaps, there could be a system /zke a 
gold standard. This would make it easier to carry your money around instead of hauling pounds of 
heavy metal. You could instead have a note that could be transferred to 1 or 2 troy ounces of gold; 


one that is worth 10 troy ounces of silver. 
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Part Six 


Government 


Minarchism is very similar to libertarianism-more specifically right libertarianism or American 
libertarianism-in the thought that the government should be limited and controlled by the citizens 
of the nation. However, in minarchism, there would be even less government control, as only the 
basic necessities would be provided by the government as said in the previous section. Minarchism 
can be broken down into two words, Min, meaning minimal, and archy, rule. When you put them 
together you get minimal rule. 

The large difference between minarchy and anarcho-capitalism is that under minarchy, 
there is still a state. From what Ive learned and heard from others, this is so that the people’s rights 
are upheld and seen as legitimate. Furthermore, as long as there's a state with a reasonably sized 
military, it is unlikely that the nation will be taken over by a much stronger, much more powerful 
and/or authoritarian state. This is especially true if there are governments willing to guarantee 
protection to the minarchist state. 

Another reason for a minimal state rather than a lack of one, is that the people in the nation 
will be more protected from collectivist invaders or such. With the people of the nation having the 
right to bear arms and the government-owned military, they have a much more likely chance of 
surviving. 

In a pure, anarcho-capitalist society, corporations are more likely to rise up and oppress the 
people of a community or city. Basic human liberties would not be guaranteed; the NAP is much 
more likely to be either used and abused, or violated entirely. 

There must be a separation between church and state. Furthermore, there should be zero 
religious influence when it comes to creating laws for a nation. The only part of religion that 
should be stated regarding law is by the first amendment of the United States constitution. There 
shouldn’t be laws that create advantages or disadvantages over certain or all religions. The last thing 
we want for the nation is a theocratic Handmaid’s Tale type of society. 

As stated before, there must be a separation of market and state. The only thing that comes 
out of government intervention in the economy is trouble. 

The only laws that should be made are ones that would protect people from harm; prevent 
people from committing harm towards others. 

Victimless crimes, such as drug use, should not be crimes at all; it should only be a crime if 
the drug causes a person to harm others eg: bath salts, PCP, & crystal meth. Also, the Nixon 


administration could’ve decriminalized marijuana, but they didn’t. The reason for this is because 
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Nixon knew that the most common users of marijuana were hippies and black people. The two 
groups of people he hated most. So, the next time some dope tells you not to do dope, tell them a 
little history. 

There are certain exceptions I do agree that should be made regarding drug use. If you are 
going to work under the influence, you deserve to be fired. If you are driving high or drunk, you 
deserve to be arrested and have a felony placed onto your record; it is not “literally 1984” because of 
the fact that you can’t risk killing others from making stupid decisions. 

To summarize my thoughts on government, I believe it is a necessary evil. With a lack of it, 
tyranny has a much easier time to take over; with too much of it, basic human liberties are nothing 


but a rumor. 


My Personal Views as a Minarchist 
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Part Seven 


My Cultural & Economic Views 


I consider myself culturally progressive; against oppression and bigotry, whether individual or 
systemic. I wish for global equality, that each and individual-unless they harm others-should be 
given the same rights as everyone else. If a government were to strip away some or all of its people’s 
rights, then it is imperative that the government be toppled. 

I find it concerning, regarding how the nation, or the nation’s legislative body, views the 
rights of transgender individuals. Many laws being put into place, such as the don’t say gay bills, 
bathroom bills, the lack of laws banning the gay/trans panic defense. For those who do not know, 
the gay/trans panic defense is used by those who have either severely injured or killed a gay, or trans, 
person; proceed to claim that their identity caused great stress and anxiety; pushed them far enough 
to either injure or kill the person. The defense will reduce the sentence, as well as make it so the 
court does not see it as a hate crime. I find that there are signs of an oncoming genocide towards the 
trans community. They are being labeled as groomers, child abusers, pedophiles. Laws are being put 
in place that either put them at a disadvantage, or takes some, or all, of their rights away. This is not 
a new narrative, it is about as old as my maternal grandfather, although back in his day, it was used 
more towards gay people. Even today, there are pseudo-scientific studies that “prove” all 
homosexuals are child molestors; that they were molested as children themselves, also that 
homosexuality is a mental illness. 

[I’ve been called a faggot many times in my life; more than I have fingers and toes combined. 
[I’ve heard the term tranny used as if it were just another word. Strangely enough, I’ve been called 
antisemitic slurs and told antisemitic remarks. P’ve been called terms such as penny pincher and 
shekel magnet. I find it strange because I’m not even Jewish. Neither my mother nor my father are 
Jews. The only thing that ’'ve mentioned is that my paternal great-great grandmother was in 
auschwitz. I’m fairly certain that she made it out. Speaking of which, I’ve also been told, “your 
grandparents should’ve died in the holocaust”. What pisses me off even more, this is a Serb telling 
me this. He doesn’t even know about the ustase; that their goal in world war 2 was to exterminate 
the Serbs. The only thing stopping me from beating the shit out of him is the legal consequences. 

I’ve even had an arab guy leave me two voicemails, in each of them he says, “You are a 
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fucking n ve been sexually harassed, as well as having my ass get slapped. I’ve been 
institutionalized to a psychiatric ward as well. 


I think that’s enough of my personal life tangent. 
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I fucking despise racism to the highest possible degree. I don’t care if you are white, black, 
brown, whatever, I won’t hate you based on your skin color. I won’t hate you if I don’t know you. 
If you are one of those privileged, high-class black people who think that they can’t be racist simply 
because they are black, fuck you. You are an inflated ego, smarmy, racist piece of shit. I find it highly 
likely that you yourself have experienced any trauma or racism. Or perhaps you’re some fucking 
white liberal or democrat that has a white savior complex. You go through some various mental 
gymnastics to say why you think white people can’t experience racism. “People of color can be 
prejudiced, yes, but not racist.” Prejudice and racism go hand-in-hand you fucking schmuck. There 
is such a thing as individual racism. 

If you support any form of ethnonationalism, fuck you. If you support any form of 
racial/ethnic supremacy, fuck you as well. I don’t fucking like you. I have no respect for you. If you 
are a neo-nazi or claim to be any of the sorts, you are a loser. 

I am also very much against misogyny and misandry. I hate terfs, women haters, man haters, 
incels as well as femcels. 

A lot of these people tend to believe sayings such as, “Racist for thee, but not for me”, 
“Sexist for thee, but not for me”. It pisses me off. 

I believe that furries deserve just as much respect as any other group or individual. Hell, Pd 
consider myself to be a furry. There is nothing wrong with having a hobby. That is literally all the 
furry fandom is. It is a group of people who enjoy the same hobby/ies. I suspect the main reason 
that people hate them is not just because they think it’s “weird”, but because most furries are 
members of the Igbtq+ community. It makes sense as a lot of antifurs I see are some prussiaboos 
make remarks such as, “I’m not homophobic, but...” and “Furries are gay and it’s gross.” I notice 
it’s either edgy preteen boys or some generally bigoted and immature person in their twenties. I see 
videos such as some guy in a toy store hiding a t-rex mask to “prevent another fatherless child”. 
Fortunately, just about every single person in the comment section agreed the guy needed to wash 
his stupid moron face. Then you have videos of people bullying kids at school just because they’re 
wearing a tale. You'll also have people justifying this crap by saying that these kids are “asking for 
it”. What you need to be asking for, my good liege, is for some bitches. Except, that’s not possible is 
it? Your Jordans are fake, you can’t afford Spotify premium, and you are maidenless. You say these 
kids, who by the way are harming absolutely no one, are all fatherless; yet the fact of the matter is, 
you are bitchless; so you try to project that frustration out onto others. 2014 is long gone; yet we 
still have mold breathers bullying people, mainly children, for terrible, or simply no reason at all. 
What’s even worse is the conspiracy theories being made about marginalized groups. The 
Goddamn “kitty litter scare” affected both furries and trans people as well. As you can tell, furries 


have gone through about just as much shit as a marginalized group. Although there’s never been 
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any systemic oppression, there was a lot of individual prejudice; even then there will likely be 
oppression towards furries in the-hopefully not near-future. 

I believe that there are more than 2 genders; that gender is merely a social construct. Durr! 
Muh scientific evidence! Durrr! I identify as a helicopter! Derp! My pronouns are nor/mal and 
nick/gurr I'm so hilarious! What temperature do you become gendersolid or gendergas? Honestly, I 
don’t think I need to or should respond to “arguments” such as that. Although, perhaps I will do 
so. 

First, your “scientific evidence” doesn’t mean anything. Besides that, saying you identify as 
an object or an animal, you’re very clearly making fun of trans people. That’s pretty cringe, stop 
being transphobic; the whole squad is not laughing. If someone were to say to me that their 
pronouns are nor/mal, Pll fuck with them by playing along and use such “pronouns”. They might 
just back down from being a moron. If they say that their pronouns are nick/gurr, ’'m gonna resist 
beating the ever-loving hell out of them for thinking the n word is funny. Now the comments 
regarding genderfluid people, I don’t care about ‘em, I doubt any genderfluid person cares; you just 
look and sound like a fool when you make remarks like that. 

As stated in the personal life section, I identify as pansexual. No, I don’t have sex with pans; 
that’s pretty ignorant. See, what I’m going to do is make out with your slow-cooker; and then I'll 
cuddle with your wooden cutting board. Para Espafiol, no tengo sexo con pan. Pero, me gusta 
mucho el queso. I’m fine with any pronouns and I identify as male. 

I am very pro second amendment. I also have respect for socialists who have read the 
communist manifesto; know that it is necessary that the people of a nation own firearms. There’s a 
song I like very much-although the artist isn’t very based-called To Keep and To Bear by Byron De 
La Vandal. 


From the constitution of the United States of America, 1789: 
A well regulated militia, being necessary to the security of a free state, 


the right of the people to keep and bear arms, shall not be infringed 


I got the rifle on my back 

That my father used to own 
And he carried it before me 
Because a man defends his home 
Yes he up and hunted deer 

And the larger game indeed 
And in addition to his sporting 
He would tell me of his creed 


This gun ts good for many things 

Ive learned to use it well 

Your founding fathers wrote your rights in stone 

One day should our noble country ever go to hell 
Just remember son that tyrants are still made of flesh and bone 


Just remember they are made of flesh and bone 


Now this boy became a man 
And this man became aware 

Of the enemies that threaten 

All his rights that he held dear 
You can call ‘em what you want 
For they go by many names 

It don’t matter what you call ‘em 
Cuz I'll tell them all the same 


My gun ts good for many things 

Ive learned to use it well 

My founding fathers wrote my rights in sto-oone 

I’ve seen the way a bastard shot my country all to hell 

Just remember that you tyrants are still made of flesh and bone 
Just remember that you’re made of flesh and bone 


Solo 


There’s one hundred million patriots 
And three hundred million guns 
How Id like to see you cowards try 
And take ‘em one by one 

There’s that pray that’s etched upon 
The heart of men across the land 

You will only take our rights away 
From all our cold dead hands 


Our guns are good for many things 
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We've learned to use ‘em well 

Our founding fathers wrote our rights in sto-oone 
We've seen our noble country take a nose-dive into hell 
We outnumber you you parasites so best leave us alone 


Ob you tyrants are still made of flesh and bone 


Ob our guns are good for many things 

We've learned to use ‘em well 

Our founding fathers wrote our rights in sto-oone 

The only way to heaven ts a rocky road through hell 

I just wonder how you tremble as you've seen our numbers grow 


Oh remember you’re still made of flesh and bone 


Come and take it 


I dare you 


Shoutout to the John Brown Gun Club, you guys rock! Shoutout to the coal miners who fought in 
the Harlan County Coal War. Shoutout to VaushV. Shoutout to Conure on youtube, they make 
great content. Shoutout to the people of Appalachia. Shoutout to Oompaville, you autistic oompa 


loompa. Shoutout to malnourished_emo also known as robarthethief, I really miss you, man. 


Most of my personal economic viewpoints have already been stated. 
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Postface 


What Happens Now? 


I predict that at some point during the middle of the 20’s, the United States will suffer internal 
collapse both economically and socially. If it can be helped to prevent any nationalist groups from 
starting a race war, it must be done. A libertarian, or minarchist group of some sort must reform 
the nation. The longer it takes, the harder it will be for the nation to redeem itself. It is imperative 
that no outside forces intervene in the second American civil war. 

The global economy will likely collapse as well, China and Russia will fall apart; many other 
nations too. The views in this manifesto should be applied to the reforms made to the nation. A 
brand new America, one that will truly be great again. 

I thank all of those who read this and spread its message. Prepare for oncoming chaos, stock 
weapons, food, ammo, silver & gold, and other various essentials. Good luck, I hope to see you on 


the other side. 
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The Bigger the ego, the louder the pop 

Communism ts a selfish ideology, those who follow it believe that it will work with themself in power 
All libertarians, both left and right, must unite against the authoritarians 

Authoritarians can’t agree with each other on anything, they only wish for total control 
Authoritarianism ts making a comeback, we will attack & they don’t want that 

Anarchism will full-circle back to authoritarianism 

Tankies are the root of all evil 

I really fucking hate young communists, calm down you mini Engels 


Communism hasn't been tried because it’s simply not possible without suffering and perishing 


Are you feeling it now Mr. Marx? 


The writing of this mantfesto began on May 14, 2023 and finished on May 19th of the same year 
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